MABEL  (to her husband) :  Never mind,  we've
always managed to pay the butcher and the
baker, haven't we ?
BARCALDINE : Touch wood.
DELAUNEY : That's the chief thing.
BARCALDINE :   You   see,   you   gentlemen   are
different, but when we go to a theatre, my wife
and I, we like plenty of light and bustle and
excitement and all sorts of passions and hates,
just because our own lives,  like most   other
people's, are unaware of all these things.
SCHLOSS : Yes, exactly.
DELAUNEY : I've always said so,

BAR.CALDINE : I believe that only the editors of

newspapers can realise how dull the lives of

forty million people must be.

MABEL : You see,, it's quite different with you.

You are Bohemians.

SCHLOSS : I hope not.

DELAUNEY : Bohemian is the term used in
obituary notices for cirrhosis of the liver.

BARCALDINE : Really ?

MABEL : We didn't know. At any rate, your
lives are not so settled and fixed as ours are.
DELAUNEY : They most certainly are not.

SCHLOSS : We sometimes lie awake at night and
dream of such a state.

BARCALDINE : So there you are ! We ought,
none of us, to complain really, if you think of
it. So long as we never get bitter, we're pulling
our weight.

DELAUNEY : YouVe hit it there.
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